Ocean Wave 


Author: dragonspell 


Bands: Aerosmith 


Characters: Steven Tyler, Joe Perry 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Nov 08 2004 18:45:25 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Ocean Wave 


The lights were flashing, the music was blasting, and the cameras were rolling. Joe Perry strutted up to the 
front of the stage, his head bowed and his hips rolling with the beat in his tight leather pants. It was a good 
shot. Worth saving. There was just one thing missing-a little something called a front man. 


"So what's wrong with this shot?" Marty, the director asked the rock star standing beside him. 

Steven held up a finger. "Mmm-mmm. Just let it go for awhile." 

"We're wasting footage here, Steven" 

"Just a minute, man." Marty threw up his hands in disgust and stomped off. Obviously Mr. Steven Tyler was 

determined to flake today. Steven barely noticed that he was alone. In fact, he had hardly noticed when he had 
had company, so it wasn't much different. He strolled casually up to the stage, his eyes never wavering from 


their fixation. 


As Steven approached, Joe stopped playing, jerking his guitar up on the last note before letting it hang. He 


stood at the edge of the stage, glaring arrogantly downward. "You planning on joining us anytime soon?" 


"Don't worry about it, Joe." 
"A little hard to shoot a music video when the damn front man won't sing." 
"I'm on it, Joe." 


"Whatever." Joe glowered at Steven one last time before turning to stalk away. Startling the cameraman next 


to him, Steven jumped onto the stage, grabbing Joe around the waist and hauling him back. 


Joe whirled on Steven, barely restraining his urge to throw a punch, instead merely twisting in Steven's grasp. 


"Let me go, damn it!" 

"Now just hold on.." Steven took a scarf off from around his neck, holding it to his mouth as he pouted, 
considering. Joe pushed at Steven, trying to take advantage of Steven's distraction. "For one minute, Joe, come 
on" Joe finally managed to shove Steven away but he didn't get far. Steven whipped his scarf around, wrapping 
it around Joe's waist and hauling his lead guitarist back against him one more time. 

"What the hell are you doing?" 

"Shhh, man, shhh." 


"Shh? Everyone's staring!" Steven ignored him. "Goddamn it.." Joe grunted as Steven knotted the scarf tight 


around his waist. 
"There!" Steven declared proudly. 
"What, you goddamn rut?!" 


Steven backed away from Joe, his hands held up in the universal symbol for surrender, trying to pacify Joe at 
least for a moment, but his eyes were still glued to Joe's hips. "Now start,” he said. 


"Start?" 


Steven glanced up at Joe's face. "Doing your thing, man!" Joe simply stared, clearly not comprehending. "Playing. 


Start playing.” 
"Fuck you," he snarled, his upper lip curling upwards. 
"No, seriously, man!" Steven turned towards the drums, snapping his fingers. "Joey, give me a beat, here!" 


When he turned back, Joe was already trying to untie Steven's knot. Steven slapped at his hands and glared. 


"Fuck, Joe. Humor me here." 


‘Is my fucking body!" 


Steven lips quirked into a quick smirk and he plastered himself against Joe to fairly purr. "Thats what you said 
last night too." He ducked Joe's swing, laughing, and popped back up. "Come on, Jooooce," he said, drawing the 
name out just to see the look on Joe's face. "Just leave it, okay?" 


Joe glared. 


Not the least bit intimidated, Steven moved to stand beside him, holding his hands up in an air guitar. "Now, 


ba-ba-um-ba-boom" 


Deciding it wasn't worth it to argue, Joe bowed his head, letting his hair cover his face and launched into the 


song. But that didn't stop him from jutting out his hip to knock Steven off the stage. 


Unconcerned about his tumble, Steven picked himself back up and motioned to the rest of the band. "Come one, 
start! Tom, Brad?" Together, the other three members exchanged a look before shrugged and joining Joe. 
Steven grinned and stared at the stage, not caring that the entire stage crew now thought he was completely 
nuts. The band knew better-this was Steven on a (mostly) normal day. 


Pleased with his success, Steven looked around for a way to continue his plan, grabbing a hold of a near by 
cameraman. He pointed at Joe's hips. "Get that for me, man" The cameraman looked apprehensive but did what 
he was told. Steven jammed to the beat a bit, enjoying the view, and then snagged a passing Tim Collins. "I want 
that," he said, pointing at Joe again. 

"Urn..." 

"Marty! Over herel" Steven released Tim as he tried to get the director's attention Grateful, Tim sidled away 
and disappeared in to the crowd of sound operators. Steven glanced around for a moment, wondering where the 
manager had gone but shrugged, seized Marty and pointed to Joe. "I want that, man. Can you get that?" 

"| don't think...” 

Steven clapped his hostage cameraman on the back. "Get a close-up, man. Get a close-up!" 


The cameraman lowered his camera a bit. "Uh, Mr. Tyler..." 


"What are you doing, man? Close-up!" The cameraman swallowed hard and hoped to God above that Joe Perry 


either never saw this or never figured out who'd shot it. Hopefully both. Steven turned back to Marty. "So?" 
"So, um, what?" 


"What do you think?" 


Marty swallowed, knitting his hands together and looking away. "I think that this kind of thing is better for, you 


know, closed doors?" 
"The scarf, man! What do you think?!" 
"Oh! The scarf!" He wiped his forehead. "Oh thank god..." 


"Yeah, the scarf!" Steven started to copy Joe's onstage movements, swinging his hips up into a roll. "The way 
he moves when he's into it-we need to do something." Joe flipped his hair back with a quick jerk of his head, 
catching sight of Steven as he did so. Snarling, he stalked off to the far side of the stage, Steven watching 
every move. "But the scarf's not enough, you know? We need something more. A wave, yeah? Whitecaps and all 


that. ‘Cause that's what he is. A fucking ocean" 
Marty was still looking apprehensive. Why was he in this business again? 


Steven snapped his fingers as an idea hit him upside the head with all the subtlety of purple leather pants. 
"What's that, you know, that all the damn kids are wearing? Fringe! Get me some fringe!" 


Marty swallowed. "How are we-" At a lose for words, he simply pointed to Joe, or rather, the plain t-shirt and 


leather pants Joe had been favoring as of late. 

"Don't worry about it, man, I've got you. Just get me the fringe, okay?" 

"Okay." 

Steven threw a friendly arm over Marty's shoulders as he stared up at the stage where Joe was still sulking. 
"Good man" Quick as a freak rain storm, though, he spun Marty back around to face him, his eyes boring into 
the frightened director's. "Were you staring at Joe's ass?" 


"Nol" Marty squeaked. "No, of course not!" 


Steven still stared seriously at him and, if anything, moved even closer to Marty's face. "Cause you seemed 


confused about the whole scarf thing." 

Marty shook his head vehemently. "| swear | wasn't staring at Joe's ass, Steven" 

Steven nodded, happy. "Good. ‘Cause I'd hate to have to do something terrible, you know? Medieval knight, Indian 
War Tribe type shit? Yeah.." Steven turned back around to stare up at the stage again. "But he does have a 


rice one, doesn't he? | mean, its worth staring at." Steven looked significantly at the scared director. 


"Um.." Marty stalled intelligently. Then, in a mousy voice, "somebody save me!" and he practically fled. Steven 
stared after him and shrugged. 


Joe jumped down off the stage. "What was that all about?" he snapped. 


"Fuck if | know, man," Steven replied, looking genuinely confused. "Fuck if | know." Steven wrapped an arm around 


Joe's shoulders. "Now. About your pants." 
"They're not coming off Steven For the last time. 

"Whoa! Where did that come from? Hostility!" 

Joe glared. "You know where the fuck that came from, don't play dumb" 
"Okay, so we'll work on that later," Steven soothed, steering Joe off of the set 
"There is no later!" Joe snapped, stepping over a tangle of wires. 


"Oh, Joe. There's always later with you." Steven paused for a moment to point at the mess on the floor. 


"Somebody want to get that please? Thank you!" 
"Hey!" Tom demanded from the stage. "Are you two coming back?" 
Steven waved him off and pushed Joe out the door. "Pants, Joe. Pants." 


Once safely outside the set and into an awfully convenient hallway, Steven pushed Joe up against the wall, his 
hands snarling into Joe's black shirt as he slipped one leg between Joe's leather-clad thighs. "Are you mad at 
me?" he breathed and cemented his mouth to Joe's. He darted his tongue inside the oh so familiar mouth, 


reclaiming- 
Only to be pushed into the opposite wall as Joe forced him away. "What are you doing?!" 


Steven rubbed his shoulders where they had rebounded off the cement wall. "I thought that would be obvious 
—" He didn't have time to finish as Joe shoved him into a room, closing the door behind them and locking it. 


"Joe?" 


"Doing it out in a fucking hallway.." Joe muttered, advancing with a glower. "You want the whole damn world to 


know? The fucking tabloids?" 


Steven actually felt himself cower away-until his legs hit an unnoticed couch. Then it was more like falling 
away. Taking advantage of Steven's now prone position, Joe jumped on top of him, straddling Steven's hips. He 
buried his hands into Steven's hair, jerking his head to the side and latching onto his neck. Joe sucked hard, 
pulling the skin into his mouth and biting down. Steven moaned, slinking his arms around Joe's shoulders. 
Encouraged, Joe growled and laved the wound he just made, running his hands under Steven's shoulders and 


scraping down his sides. 


"Jesus fucking Christ," Steven hissed, feeling his toes start to curl. 


And he shoved Joe off of him. Joe bounced off the opposite arm of the couch to land in a heap on the floor. 
"What the fuck's wrong with you?" Joe snapped, sitting up. 


Steven sat up as well and crossed his legs for good measure. "The fucking couch, Joe?" 

"What the fuck's wrong with the couch?" Joe stared up, his brow knitted and his mouth open. 

"Its a couch" 

Joe's upper lip was curling again. "And does the princess want a four-poster canopy bed?" 

"Yes, the princess does!" 

Joe blinked. He snorted. Then he doubled-over laughing. 

"What?" Steven demanded. "What?" He pouted. "You're laughing at me." 

"Yeah. Yeah, | am." Joe wiped at his eyes and breathed deep. 

Steven pouted even more if that was possible before relocating from sitting cross-legged on the couch, to 
straddling Joe's lap on the floor. "Don't laugh at me, Joe," he whispered playfully, and pushed the other man 


down to the floor, his hips moving in slow, teasing circles. 


Joe flipped his hair out of his face and stared up at Steven as he felt his body responding, following Steven's 
rotations. "What, it's okay to do it on the floor as long as I'm on bottom?" 


"Well, yeah," Steven said. And winked. "I've got that bad back, you know." 
"Sure. From all the damn yoga moves you do on stage." 


"Besides," Steven added, curling himself downward to push his cheek against Joe's face, his fingers skimming 
over a well-muscled chest, "you like it on the floor." 


Joe raised an eyebrow. "| do." 
"Yeah." 
"And you know this how?" 


"Because," and a wicked, wicked grin followed that word, "you always scream louder when you're on the floor.” 


"Fuck you," Joe retorted, but smiled He couldn't be mad when Steven was sending such wonderful little shivers 


along his spine. 

"Naaahhh," Steven said, running his index finger over Joe's lips and gently dipping between them. "Fuck you." 

Joe sucked Steven's finger in deeper, a hum starting deep in his throat. He didn't care. He was going to get 
some and he didn't even have to work for it this time.. Deft fingers were working at his belt and he closed his 
eyes, lifting his hips to help. He heard the belt slithering through the loops and sucked harder on Steven's 
fingers, his tongue wrapping around it. In a quick jerk, his pants slide down to his knees and Joe kicked them the 
rest of the way off, reaching up for Steven 

And he kept on reaching. The door snicked open and so did Joe's eyes. "What the-" And then Steven was back, 
all long fingers and wanton mouth. Joe forced himself to resist. Hard, but he'd been working on building an 
immunity. It was really the only for him to keep sane in the Aerosmith camp. Or win and argument for that 
matter. "What just happened?" 

"|..got lube?" 

"| don't see any." 

"Oh" Steven stared off to the side. "Uh, thats because | looked and couldn't find any. Go figure." 

Joe slid out from under Steven and sat up, facing the evasive front man. "Did you just open the door?" 

"What makes you think that?" 

"Steven, | heard the door open." Joe forced Steven's gaze up and stared at him. "Did you open the door?" 

| was just checking." 


"It was locked. Why did you open the door, Steven?" 


Steven sighed. "Does it really matter? Come on, we were in the middle of something here!" He shoved at Joe's 


shoulders, sending the other man back down to the floor. 

"And you already left!" Joe protested, trying to scramble back up. 

"Joe." Steven stripped off his shirt, throwing it to a far corner of the room and crawled up Joe's body, 
purring as he nuzzled at Joe's stomach. "Joe, Joe, Joe.." Resuming his place straddling Joe, his hips starting 


their gyrating again, Steven pushed at Joe's shirt, coaxing it off. 


"lm not going to-" The shirt rose over his head and was flung towards Steven's, "-let this-Oh sweet Jesus..." 


Steven grinned and slipped his hand beneath the waistband of Joe's underwear. "Just relax, Joe. Let me take 
care of it. I've got you.." He nipped at Joe's collar bone and moving his hand, squeezing gently. "The motion of 


the ocean, baby, yeah?" 
Joe growled and threw his head to the side, pressing his cheek against the thin carpet. Steven's other hand 
glided into Joe's hair as he licked at the corner of Joe's mouth. God, but victory tasted sweet. Joe moaned and 


Steven let himself stop thinking for the moment. Because getting the pants off Joe had been easy. 


Now, getting them back on.. 


